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Could lovers' beauties, like the florist's, bloom, And ever blow afresh, they would not grieve That those impairing years which are to come, Take from their loves what they to flowers give.
SLEEPING ON HER COUCH
THUS lovely Sleep did first appear, Ere yet it was with Death allied, When the first fair one, like her here, Lay down and for a little died.
Ere happy souls knew how to die
And trod the rougher paths to bliss,
Transported in an ecstasy
They breathed out such smooth ways as this.
Her hand bears gently up her head, And, like a pillow, raised does keep; But softer than her couch is spread, Though that be softer than her sleep.
AJas, that death-like Sleep or Night Should power have to close those eyes, Which once vied with the fairest light Or what gay colours thence did rise.
Ah! that lost beams thus long have shined To them with darkness overspread, Unseen as day breaks to the blind Or the sun rises to the dead.100                        RICHARDLEIGH                   b. 1649
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